warning him to take care not to knock against anything
on the way.
"Look out for a little cupboard on your left!53
One way seemed as dangerous as another, and he
gave way before her impetuosity, incapable of offering
resistance. She left him decisively and went back to
the bedroom; there was a short and agonizing spell
of silence; then the whisperings broke out anew:
Fran9oise was not yet asleep. But there was no going
back now: the moment for action had come.
Holding his breath, he tiptoed forward, slowly,
slowly. The bed was close to the door. Catherine was
leaning over the pillows, talking softly to the little
girl, keeping her whole attention. He dropped down
and, still holding his slippers, crawled round the bed
on hands and knees; and all of a sudden he was
surprised to find himself no longer afraid, only
intolerably humiliated by the idea of taking advantage
of innocence like this and abusing the confidence
of a child. His mind was suddenly unbearably clear,
and with a curious aloofness he could despise now the
very movements that were carrying him towards his
goal. He kept muttering to himself:
"Of course, it's sheer lunacy! Sheer lunacy!"
Scarcely had he got past the bed before, forgetting
all prudence in his impatience to reach cover, he rose
to a crouching position and, still bent low, in a few
rapid strides gained the door of the bathroom. He
reached it with a sense of salvation, breathing more
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